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If Love, unarm' d, can flubborn Hearts ſubdue, 
When arm d, What muſt the Little Tyrant * 
Acriſius Guards were always on the Scout, 
Tet Guards, nor brazen Gates could * Loye out. 
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COUNTESS: 


= 0 thee, I ſend, my Polyarchus, this, 


RR To thee this ſhort Epiſtle I commend, 
Kindly receive it from thy bluſhing Friend : _ 
For who from Bluſhing can refrain, when ſhe 


Thinks on the Time ſhe was ſeduc'd, like me? 


Har I was hen you and ey'ry Swain 
Hail'd me the blooming Beauty of the Plain, 
Eer at your Pray'rs Love's Goddeſs eas d your Fire, 
Vouchſaf d to hear, and granted your Deſire: 


A »' 


Joy of my Soul, and my Heart's 7.9 Bliſs; 
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My Breaſts, you ſaid, began to pant and riſe ;- 
Pleaſing my Shape, and killing were my Eyes: 
There ſhone, you ſaid, a fair and lovely Grace, 
And full as lovely glitter'd o'er my Face. 3 
With Pleaſure then around you ſpread my F ame, 
And ſighing wiſh'd for — what J dare not name. 


THESE were the Prelude to our future Joy, 

| Then you more forward grew, and I leſs coy ; 

f Your balmy Words, as Hybla's. Honey. ſweet, 
| My fond believing Heart leap'd up to meet; 
il In vain I ſtrove to ſtem the riſing Flood, 
Love's Current is too ſtrong to be withſtood : 
| The little Tyrant ſeiz d my Halchyon Breaſt, 
Diſturb'd my Peace by Day, by Night my Reſt. 


DEE in my Heart your Image keeps its Place, 
| Which Time, nor yet Enjoyment can deface; 
| How happy ſhould I be, if fure that mine 
| Was rivetted but half ſo deep in thine! 
| Then would J rival the fam'd Cyprian Dame, 
| As great a Paſſion ſhew, as ſtrong a Flame 
| As hers, when ſhe ador d the God of War, | 
Oun d his dread Power, and calfd him Conqueror; 
When ſhe gave up her ſeff to tis Embrace, 
| Pleas d with the manly Roughneſs of his Face. 
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[3] 
Wu N firſt incircl'd in your Arms T lay, 
I bleſs'd the Night, and curs d the coming Day, 
For I had given to you the World away: 
My Virgin Treaſure was a World to me, 
And I the Victim facrific'd to thee. 
That Virgin Treaſure, cou'd I now recal, 
Still I ſhould greatly fear a ſecond Fall; : 
For Men are Syrens | turn d; and the, who hears "JM 
The Harmony your ev ry Accent bears, i 
To you ſubmits, by you mult be undone, Sg 
We ſee -— bat have not Power the Rock to ſhun ;- j 5 
wo ſee the Danger, and yet headlong run. | 


THis was, alas! my poor nk Caſe, 
When I deluded was to your Embrace; YR. 
This was my Deſtiny, and this my Fate, 
But in your Arms I found a ſafe Retreat : : 
With Tranſport I receiv'd your am'rous Kiſſes, | 
And gave, what Lovers call, the Bliſs of Bliſſes. , 
We often bath'd our ſelves in Cupid's Stream, | . K # 
Such Baths, like Oil, do but increaſe the Flame, f 


Wæꝝ Ine, nor do we burn with common F 1. 
Ours is the mere Perfection of Deſire. 3 | 
Unleſs we love, Life's but an empty Name, 

i Was Love that j join d the Univerſal F rame: * 


Well 
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Well worth our while, tho' it but ſlowly moves, 
And ey'ry Creature, ev'ry Inſect, loves. 

With ſtricteſt Juſtice our Amours may claim 
Friendſhip, that manly, noble, ſacred Name. 
To me your Heart, and mine to you I gave, 
And both poſſeſs d, what both had wiſh' d to haye. 


SOME talk of Fires that E but never r bury, ; 
In this cold World they will not ſerve our turn : | 


And he that can be courteous, can be kind, 
Yet ſays he never kindles in his Mind? 


Can touch, without Concern, a Woman' J ; Skin, 


3 „ . 


As gently as his own, nor ftir within ; 

Or can Salute, without the leaſt Delight, 
And make no further Progreſs if he might; 
Nor with his Hand, his Lip, nor yet his Eye, 
Does in his Heart commit Adultery ; 1 

But, as the tender Nurſe's harmleſs Kiſs, 

Is to the tender Infant, fo is his; 

Without the Senſe of Pleaſure, without Taſte : 


Whoſe Mind and Thought are, like the Turtle's, chaſte; 


Can play with Nymphs, and ſport without a Fire, 
Muſt be all Ice, an Eunuch, or a Ir. | 


SOME call Fructim Love's Antipodes, | 
It checks, but ſoon the Fire begins to Blase; 


0. _- 2 


— = 
XP 


$ 


It 


15 1 

It ne'er cou'd quench in us our mutual Flame, 
But made Indifference an empty Name. 
What either ask d, we ne'er refus d to give, 
And thus we made it worth our while to live. 
The gen ' rous Path of Friendſhip then purſue, 
You live for me, and I live but for you. 
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AN OEL S love Souls - ſo let em love for me, 
As Mortal, we muſt all like Mortals be; 
Their Love is pure, and mine more unconfin d, 
I love the Body, they love but the Mind: 
Mine more intenſe and active ſure muſt be, 
Since I give Soul and Body both to the. 


Wr ſhou'd we for each other fear to Dice, 
When Heav'n commands Increaſe and Multiply ? 
Then, like the Phenix, we'll revive again, | 
And often die, but never feel the Pain. 

If ever I perceive my Flame decay, | 

And when at firſt you find yours fade away, 

Then kindly come and light your Eyes at mine, 
And I'll with Pleaſure take freſh Fires at/thine... - 


Jv Das; Poharchu, — ſure. you mult judge right, 
What paſs d between us the firſt happy Night: 
B 3532ñ˙ + 
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I felt you with a pleaſing kind of Smart, 
The Kiſs went tingling to my very Heart; 
The ſweetneſs cling'd upon my Lips all Day, 
When 1t was gone, the Senſe behind did ſtay. 
Love has no Cure — true Love can never cloy, 


Me covet more, when more we do enjoy: 


Love couples Friends, Love's Chain our Bodies ties, 
With Pleaſure then our Hearts we ſacrifice. 


TA Is is the Point where mutual Comforts move, 


| When happy Lovers have Returns of Love; 


Such Sweets by Death alone can be de ſtroy'd, 
Bodies were made that they might be enjoy d. 
Senſe is enough, where Senſes only woo, 

But reas ning Lovers muſt have Reaſon too. 


TELL me, my Polyarchus, is not this 
The Quinteſſence, the Honey- Moon of Bliſs ; 
When, to compleat our Happineſs, combine 
Our Bodies, and, as cloſe as Lips, they join? 
When each to both is true, and much above 
The vulgar World in Senſe, as well as Love. 
Come to my Arms, each cries, and be thou more, 
In one kind Smile, than all you were before. 
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Ta vs in one Circle our Delights did move, 
With Prudence thus we fed our mutual Love; 
When knawing Jealouſy began to His, 
Her Sting diſplay d, and paiſon d all our Bliſs. 


Yzr Polyarchus, J am {till the ſame, 
For you I burn, for you preſerve my Flame: 
The Poles ſhall move, and from their Axis {tart, 
E'er I will change my Love, or change my Heart: 
Before my Heart chuſe any new Delight, 


The Sun ſhall looſe his Heat, the Moon her Light. 


S$ooNER than quit his Cleopatra's Arms, 
Or turn a Renegade to Beauty's Charms, 
The + Romas Chief Love's Dictates did obey, 
And for her ſake ſpurn'd Univerſal Sway. 
Can Polyarchus an Inconſtant prove? 
Ingloriouſly deſert the Field of Love? 
Can you th' inviting Stream almoſt adore, 
And not prefer its lovely Fountain more? 
Be gone, injurious Thought, unwelcome Gueſt, 
Thou ſhalt find no Reception in my Breaſt. 
In Love tis Treaſon ; you, my Lord, will prove 


Conſtant and Faithful as the cooing Dove. 


WE DD ED 


+ Mark Anthony. 
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WED DED I was, with your Commands camply'd, 
For *twas your Will I ſhou'd be made a We; . g % 


Yet Hynen's Rite was but perform'd in Part; 


I gave my Hand, but cou'd not give — "ny 5 
With you ſecure, the Pris'ner hugs his Chain, 


Whoſe Bus neſs is Subjection, yours to reign. © + 


With gentle Voice, in ſofteſt Language ſpeak, - 
And uſe your Captive kindly for my fake. 
My Nuptial Vow, how often have I broke! 


A. 


And made my plighted Faith a common Joa 


For twas your Pleaſure I ſhou' d perjur d prove; 


And what cou'd I deny the Man I love? 


Ine er refus d what I had Power to grant; - 
I gavggou Eaſe, and Eaſe I now do want: 


A ſmall Return I juſtly may expect; 


But ſhould I meet Diſdain, or cold Neglect; 1 


If *tis my wretched Fate to be forgot, 


The friendly Bowl, or Dagger is my Lot. 


Guilty I am, but who the Guilt can are: 2 
Or, who was privy to our Thefts of Love? 
Fo x you I ſuffer Baniſhment, Diſgrace ; 


Oh! whither ſhall-I fly to hide my Face? 
What's Tantaluss Thirſt, or Trion 's Wheels??? 
Prometheus Pain? they re nought to what 1 a. 2, 


Yet, more than theſe, for you I wou'd endure, 


And ne er repine, tho ſure to find no Cure. 
. 
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